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We made our first stop at Algiers, 
and remained long enough to have 
a good look at that Oriental 
French town. The situation of 
the city is extremely beautiful, and 
the view from the steamer for miles 
along the coast—the African coast 
—before we reached the city was 
very fine. Algiers is built up the 
sides of the steep hills that border 
the Mediterranean and is exceed-
ingly interesting, especially to one 
who gets here his first glimpse of 
Oriental life and dress. The in-
habitants are French and Bedouins, 
the local name of the latter being 
Kabyles, and the streets are full of 
Orientals in all the characteristic 
forms of dress and posture thac are 
peculiar to that people. Many of 
the streets are so steepthat they con-
sist simply of a continuous stair-
way and they are irregular and 
often so narrow that two persons 
can hardly pass. I thought I had 
seen a good deal of dirt and filth 
in Spain, but I made up my mind 
that I had only learned the A, B, 
C of uncleanliness in Spain and I 
have since found that I got no fur-
ther than the primer in Algiers. You 
have to go into an Egyptian city 
or village to see the lowest depths 
of uncleanliness in which human 
beings can exist. From Algiers 
we sailed straight for the southern 
coast of Sardinia and coasted along 
this desolate, mountainous and 
barren looking island for several 
hours. It certainly is a forbidding 
looking land as viewed from the 
sea, but it is much larger and more 
important than we usually think. 
In area it is nearly as great as Eng-
land and had a population of 
nearly a million in 1892. Nine-
tenths of the island is covered with 
mountains and about one-fifth of 
this area is clothed with natural 
forest. The island is but little fre-
quented by tourists, because of 
the deadly malaria which prevails 
there, especially in summer, of the 
difficulties of the language which 
consists of a number of dialects 
widely differing, and of the lack of 
good hotels, but it would no doubt 
well repay the tourist who wishes 
to get away from the usual lines of 
travel, to visit and explore this 
almost unknown land. 
From Sardinia we steamed 
straight for Naples and arrived 
there Monday morning about 
7 o'clock, having left Gibraltar the 
preceding Friday morning. The 
whole trip was a delightful one; 
smooth sea, sunny skies, agreeable 
company and excellent fare; all 
formed a combination that ought 
to make the most pessimistic pas-
senger happy. I will attempt no 
description of Naples, but content 
myself with saying that the beauti-
ful bay had lost none of its world-
renowned beauty in the twenty-
one years since 1 first saw it. 
There was Vesuvius crowned with 
volcanic smoke, but standing out 
sharp and clear in outline; there 
was lovely Capri and Consida, the 
latter the meeting place of Brutus 
and Cicero after the former had 
helped assassinate Caesar; there 
was the volcanic Ischia where the 
terrible disaster was suffered in 
1882, and there was the city itself 
rising in terraces up the sides of 
the mountains like an amphi-
theater; it seemed only yesterday 
since I had seen it all. We re-
mained in Naples till Wednesday 
at 4 P. M. and had a delightful 
time making excursions in the en-
virons and visiting the points of 
interest in the city, especially the 
wonderfully interesting museum 
where is gathered so much that 
illustrates the life of Pompeii and 
Herculaneum. But now came 
something that was not so nice, 
both for Dr. Eaton's party and us 
three of the Ideal party. The 
Italian Government had seized the 
large 4,000 ton steamer that was 
to have taken us to Alexandria, 
to transport troops to Abysinnia, 
and we were thus compelled to take 
a much smaller steamer ol the Ital-
ian line—a line that is notoriously 
inferior to any of the others. The 
Eaton party numbered forty-two 
and there were three of us'Tdeals" 
with a conductor for each party 
making forty-seven in all, and the 
boat was intended to comfortably 
accommodate about twenty to 
twenty-five. The result was we 
were crowded though personally I 
did not complain so much of my 
quarters as I had (with my friend 
Dr. Haynes of Troy, N. Y.) a sort 
of recess curtained off from the 
main saloon at one end. Many, 
however, were crowded in, four in 
a small stateroom with almost no 
furniture or conveniences; and 
when you add to this a very heavy 
sea (aflerwe left Messina) causing 
the ship to roW and pitch badly 
with the resulting sea-sickness for 
many of the party, wretched Ital-
ian cooking, sometimes in rancid 
oil and sometimes in even worse 
butter and the voyage prolonged 
because of head winds and a slow 
boat to almost five days, from 
Wednesday till the next Monday, 
you can easily imagine the experi-
ence was not a pleasant one, and 
yet personally I must say that I 
enjoyed it. I was perfectly well 
and had a vigorous appetite and 
there was always something served 
at lunch and dinner, that I could 
eat. Then, too, I enjoyed the 
novel experience of making a voy-
age in a small steamer on a rough 
sea, and up to the time we left 
Messina the scenery was wonder-
fully beautiful. We sailed along 
the coast of Italy till dark the first 
night and in the morning we awoke 
in full view of the active volcano 
Stromboli, which looks like an al-
most perfect cone, with the other 
Lipari islands in the distance. As 
we approached closer to Stromboli 
we could see occasional puiis of 
smoke from the crater followed by 
a shower of stones and ashes. It 
is said always to be in a state of 
activity and itself was lifted un-
doubtedly from the bed of the 
ocean through volcanic actions. 
As we approached the place where 
the straits of Messina ought to be, 
with Sicily on our right and mighty 
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Etna lifting its snowy summit to 
the clouds and the barren but 
grand mountains of the Italian 
main-land on our left, it looked 
straight ahead as though island 
and main-land were joined and 
there was no passage through, but 
after rounding an obstructing 
point of land we suddenly came in 
sight of the sparkling waters of 
the strait, with Scylia on the 
Italian side and Charybdis on the 
Sicilian and the beautiful city and 
harbor of Messina just ahead. O 
how beautiful it was in the morn-
ing sunlight! such a picture of 
sparkling water, sail boats flitting 
like birds over the waves, the 
picturesque towns, the busy 
wharves, the tropical foliage—all 
framed by the majestic mountains--
one can never forget it, and it was 
worth a trip across the ocean just 
to get that one glorious view. We 
made quite a long stop at Messina, 
and of course went ashore and ex-
plored the city. It is the second 
town in importance on the Island 
of Sicily, having 80,000 inhabitants 
and the excellent harbor is filled 
with ships from every quarter and 
reveals a vigorous commercial life. 
There is not much of interest in 
the town itself, as it is like other 
Italian cities, but the views of city 
and strait, mountain and island 
and the distant Mediterranean, 
which one gets from the upper por-
tion of the town, are indescribably 
beautiful and then right above you 
are the overshadowing masses of 
rugged and rocky peaks that touch 
the clouds. We reached Alexan-
dria without further incident than a 
distant view of the island of Crete 
and we were glad when the domes 
and minarets of the famous city 
came in view. Alexandria—there 
are but three cities in the world 
that I should place above it in in-
fluence and interest as connected 
with the history of civilization and 
as related to the intellectual and 
spiritual factors of our modern life. 
Only Jerusalem, Athens and Rome 
have wrought more for the highest 
Interests of man than Alexandria-
Here Apollos, the eloquent 
preacher, was educated, here the 
science of grammar was developed; 
here the Septuagint translation of 
the Scriptures was made and here 
gathered during the three centur-
ies of the reign of Ptolemies the 
world's greatest artists and schol-
ars, Demetrius Phalereus the or-
ator, Appelles the painter, Euclid 
the mathematician, Erasistratus 
and Appollodorus the physicians, 
Hegesias the philosopher, Aristar-
chus the astronomer, Zenodotus, 
Theognis, Callimachus and Phile-
tas, the poets, with such names as 
Aristophanes, Eratosthenes, Ly-
con, Apollonius and Conon to fill 
out the brilliant galaxy of learned 
men. Here was the noble institu-
tion called the museum, an ideal 
place of learning where the wisest 
and noblest gathered and studied 
and taught, Aristotelians, Plato-
insts and Stoics, and here was the 
possibly more famous library, 
which is said to have contained no 
less than 900,000 scrolls (or books 
as we should call them) when it 
was finally destroyed by fire. 
Who shall rightly estimate the 
services performed by the schol-
ars of Alexandria, as a result of 
their grammatical and philological 
studies, in transmitting to us in a 
pure form the matchless treasures 
of Greek literature! Thus one is 
led to reflect when he first views 
Alexandria, but closer contact 
with the city is rather disappoint-
ing. Her museum and library are 
not only gone but the site of these 
splendid piles is forgotten, her 
scholars and artists, her scientists 
and poets have long since turned 
to dust, her monuments have all 
crumbled away and only solitary 
old Pompey's Pillar, (as it is erron-
eously called) remains to tell of 
former splendor. Now ignorance 
and 'ilth, and squalor and wretch-
edness are the dominating impres-
sions which one gains from Alex-
andria as soon as he leaves the 
busy harbor and wharves and the 
principal streets. There are some 
respectable buildings and a few 
beautiful gardens, but the city con-
tains little of interest and the 
deadly paralysis of Mohammedan-
ism is over all, so far as the in-
tellectual and spiritual life of the 
people is concerned. There is, 
however, a vigorous and growing 
modern commercial activity at Al-
exandria, as it is one of the most 
important ports on the Mediterra-
nean and is the second city in 
Egypt in size, and this may grad-
ually transform the city at least 
in its exterior aspects. 
We remained here only one day 
and then took the train for Cairo, 
remaining only one night at the 
latter place, as the Nile steamer 
"Memphis," the largest and finest 
on the river, had been waiting for 
us already two days. So Tuesday 
morning, March loth, at nine 
o'clock, we began our twenty-
one days trip on the Nile; a trip 
which is drawing to a close as I 
write and which I can now say is, 
in my judgment, absolutely 
without a rival in the intense 
pleasure it affords and the thrilling 
interest it involves. There is but 
one Egypt, but one Nile; and no 
land, no river and no people con-
tains more of the factors that are 
necessary to awaken and stir into 
activity all the powers of the soul. 
But I must close, for, ungenerous 
as the expression may appear, I 
fairly begrudge the time I have 
spent in writing this brief letter. 
My fellow travelers are urging me 
to stop and not miss the glorious 
views of mountains and desert, of 
tomb-pierced cliff and fertile plain 
of palm and river and last but not 
least of the multitudinous and in-
tense life, in all its curious and 
characteristic forms that literally 
teems along the banks of this won-
derful stream. And so I yield to 
them and bid you good bye till I 
greet you again from Palestine. 
J. F. F . 
All examinations in the North-
western University arc oral.—Ex. 
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Js>iterary, 
L'Arrabbiata. 
(Translated from the (ierman). 
The sun was yet tolerably high 
over Procida, when they arrived 
at the dock. Laurella shook out 
her coat, that had nearly dried in 
coming over the water, and sprang 
to the land. The old spinning 
lady, who had seen them depart 
already in the morning, was again 
standing on the roof. "What is 
the matter with your hand, To-
nino?" she cried down. "Heav-
ens, the boat is swimming in 
blood!" 
"I t ' s nothing god-mother," an-
swered the fellow. "I tore myself 
on a nail which projected too far. 
It will be all right in the morning. 
The cursed blood is only now on 
my hand, so that it looks worse 
than it really is." 
"I will come and put on some 
herbs on your hand, god son. 
Wait, I am coming directly." 
"Do not trouble yourself, god-
mother. It is already done, and 
by tomorrow it will be over and 
forgotten. I have a healthy skin, 
which quickly heals again over 
every wound." 
"Good bye!" said Laurella and 
turned towards the path which led 
up the hill. 
"Good night!" cried the fellow 
after her, without looking at her. 
Then he carried the rigging out of 
the boat and the baskets too, and 
ascended the stone steps to his 
hut. 
There was no one but himself 
in the two rooms through which he 
•now went in and out. Into the 
«mall open windows, which are 
only closed with wooden shutters, 
the breeze was blowing somewhat 
more refreshingly than upon the 
calm sea, and in his loneliness he 
felt at ease. He stood a long time 
before the image of the Virgin 
Mary and devoutly looked at the 
starry glory pasted thereon out of 
silver paper. But it did not occur 
to him to pray. For what should 
he have prayed, since he hoped for 
nothing more. 
And the day seemed to stand 
still. He longed for the darkness, 
for he was tired, and the loss of 
blood had weakened him indeed 
more than he confessed to himself. 
He felt severe pains in his hand, 
seated himself on a bench and 
loosed the bandage. The repressed 
blood shot out again and his hand 
was stiff around the swollen wound. 
He washed it carefully and cooled 
it for a long time. As he again 
drew it from the water, he dis-
tinguished clearly the trace of 
Laurella's teeth. "She was right," 
said he. "1 was a beast and de-
serve nothing better. Tomorrow 
I will send her handkerchief back 
by Giuseppe. For she shall not 
see me again." And now he 
washed the handkerchief carefully 
and spread it out in the sun, after 
he had again bandaged his hand, 
as well as he could with his teeth 
and left hand. Then he threw him-
self on his bed and closed his 
eyes. 
The bright moon awakened him 
out of a half sleep, at the same 
time together with the pain in his 
hand. He sprang up again at 
once, in order to quiet the beating 
pulsations of his blood in the water, 
when he heard a rustling at his 
door. "Who is there?" cried he 
and opened the door. Laurella 
stood before him. 
Without any question she en-
tered. She threw aside the hand-
kerchief, that she had wound about 
her head, and placed a basket on 
the table. Then she drew a deep 
breath. 
"You have come, to get your 
handkerchief," said he; "you could 
have spared yourself the trouble, 
for tomorrow morning early I 
would have asked Giuseppe, to 
bring it to you.'' 
'Tt is not for the handkerchief," 
she answered quickly. "I have 
been on the mountain, to get herbs, 
which are a preventative against 
bleeding. There!" And she re-
moved the cover from the basket. 
"Too much trouble," said he, 
and without any harshness, "too 
much trouble. It is already bet-
ter, much better; and if it were 
worse, it would be only what I de-
served. What do you wish here 
at this time of night? If anyone 
should meet you here! you know, 
how they gossip although they do 
not know what they say." 
"I trouble myself about none of 
them," said she hastily." But I 
wish to see the hand and to put the 
herbs on it, for with your left hand 
you can not do it." 
"I tell you it is unnecessary." 
"Then let me see it, that I may 
believe it." She seized his hand 
without further ceremony, as he 
could not prevent it and unbound 
the rags. When she saw the se-
vere swelling, she started and 
cried out: "Heavens!" 
"I t is a little swollen," said he. 
"That will disappear in a day and 
a night." 
She shook her head. "In this 
condition you can not go on the 
water within a week." 
"I think I can indeed day after 
tomorrow. What matters it any-
way?" 
Meanwhile she had found a ba-
sin and freshly washed the wound, 
which he endured, like a child. 
Then she laid the healing herbs 
on the wound which at once alle-
viated the smarting, and bound 
the hand with strips of linen, which 
she had brought with her. 
When it was done, he said: 
"I thank you. And listen, if you 
will still do me one favor, forgive 
me, that today my rage got the bet-
ter of me and forget all, that I have 
said and done. I myself do not 
know how it happened. You have 
never given me cause for it, truly 
you have not. And you shall in-
deed hear nothing again from me, 
which can displease you." 
"I have to beg your pardon," 
she interrupted. "I should have 
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explained everything to you other-
wise and better and not have pro-
voked you with my silent attitude. 
And now the wound—" 
"I t was self-defence and high 
time, that I again became master 
of my senses. And as I have said 
it amounts to nothing. Do not 
speak of forgiveness. You have 
helped me, and I thank you for 
that. And now go to your rest, 
and here--here is your handker-
chief, so you can at once take it 
with you." 
He reached it to her, but she 
stood yet still and seemed to be 
struggling with herself. Finally 
she said: "You have lost your 
jacket for my sake, and I know, 
that you put your money for the 
oranges in it. It all occurred to 
me first on my way home. I can 
not at once make it up to you, for 
we have not the money, and if we 
had it, it would belong to mother. 
But I have here the silver cross, 
which the artist laid on the table, 
when he was at our house the last 
time. I have not looked at it 
since then and do not wish to have 
it longer in my box. If you sell 
it—it is indeed worth a couple of 
piastres, so mother said at that 
time—, so then your loss would be 
made good, and whatever should 
be lacking, I will try to earn with 
my spinning at night, when mother 
is asleep." 
"I ' l l take nothing," said he 
shortly and pushed back the bright 
cross, which she had taken trom 
her pocket. 
"You must take it," said she. 
"Who knows, how long you can 
earn notliing with this hand. There 
it lies, and I will never again look 
at it." 
"Then throw it into the sea." 
" I t is not indeed a present, that 
I am giving you; it is no more than 
your good right and what is due 
you." 
"Right? I have no right to any-
thing of yours. If you should 
meet me at any time later on, do 
me the favor not to look at me. 
that I may not think that you re-
member that which I owe you. 
And now good night, and let it be 
the last." 
He laid the handkerchief in the 
basket and the cross with it, and 
shut the cover. As he then looked 
up into her face, he started. Large 
heavy tears were running down 
her cheeks. She did not try to 
prevent them. 
"Heavens!" cried he, "are you 
sick? You are trembling from 
head to foot." 
" I t is nothing," said she. " I 
will go home!" and she staggered 
towards the door. The weeping 
overcame her, so that she leaned 
her forehead against the doorpost 
and now sobbed loudly and vio-
lently. But before he could go to 
her, in order to keep her back, she 
suddenly turned around and threw 
her arms around his neck. 
"I cannot endure it," she cried 
and pressed him to herself, as a 
dying one clings to life. "I can 
not bear it, that you speak kind 
words to me, and bade me leave 
you with all the guilt on my con-
science. Beat me, stamp upon 
me, curse me!—or, if it is true, 
that you love me, yet, after all the 
wrong, which I have done you, 
here take me and keep me, and 
make of me what you will. But 
do not send me away from you!" 
A renewed and violent sobbing 
interrupted her. 
He held her awhile in his arms 
speechless. "If I still love you?" 
he cried finally. "Holy Mother 
of God! do you think, that all my 
heart's blood has flowed out ofthe 
slight wound? Do you not feel it 
beating there in my bosom, as if 
it would come forth and come to 
you? If you only say it, in order 
to tempt me or because you pity 
me, then go, and I will even for-
get that. You shall not think,that 
you are indebted to me because 
you know, what I suffer for your 
sake." 
"No ," said she firmly and 
looked up from his shoulder and 
looked fixedly into his face, with 
her weeping eyes, " I love you, 
and that I may now only say it, I 
have feared it a long time and have 
been defiant against it. And now 
I will do otherwise, for I can en-
dure it no longer, not to look at 
you, if you pass by me on the 
street. Now I will also kiss you," 
said she, "that you may say to 
yourself, if you should again be in 
doubt: "She has kissed me, and 
Laurella kisses no one, except him 
whom she wishes for a husband." 
She kissed him thrice and then 
freed herself from his embrace and 
said, "Good-night, my love! Go to 
sleep now and let your hand get 
well, and do not come with me,for 
I am afraid of no one except only 
of you." 
With that she slipped through 
the doorway- and vanished in the 
shadows of the wall. But he 
looked yet a long time outof the 
window, out over the sea, over 
which all the stars seemed to be 
dancing. 
When the Padre Curate came 
from the confessional the next 
time, in which Laurella had knelt 
a long time, he smiled quietly to 
himself. "Who would h a v e 
thought," said he to himself, 
"that God would so quickly have 
pity on this whimsical heart. And 
I still was reproaching myself that 
I had not more severely threatened 
the demon "obstinacy." But our 
eyes are near-sighted for the ways 
of Heaven. Now may the Lord 
bless them, and let me live to see 
the time, when Laurella's oldest 
boy shall some time row me over 
the sea in place of his father! oh 
oh! r Arrabbiata!" 
A. N. LEONARD. 
The Other Side. 
John Callaway was known and con-
sidered even by his friends to be a 
cold man. In his business he was 
exacting and shrewd. The clerks 
left on the stroke of the clock and 
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breathed more freely when once well 
out of his way. 
The children on Forest Avenue 
often watched with awe this tall 
grave man as he went up and down 
the broad stone steps of his beautiful 
home. Once when he had stopped a 
moment to watch their play, a tiny 
blue eyed darling held out her 
hand and said: " 'Ouo 'd 'ou ' ike to 
p'ay?" He had shaken his head and 
walked quickly away. The child's 
invitation seemed only to make him 
grow more silent and sad. But when 
the winter days came he missed their 
merry prattle. 
One November day Mr. Callaway 
had been unusually short with his 
clerks. One poor boy had been dis-
missed for a few minutes tardine.=s 
That night as he hurried home with 
bowed head through the gathering 
darkness he hesitated a moment at 
the entrance of the deserted park 
across which he always walked on his 
way from the store. It was so deso-
late. The empty benches stared at 
him. A gust of wind went whistling 
through the bare trees and ble'w the 
dead leaves over the wet grass. He 
turned away, a low moan reached his 
ears. He stopped and listened, again 
he heard the same cry. Who could 
be in the park on such a night as 
this? But a few steps from the en-
trance, huddled up in the corner of a 
bench he found a poor forlorn woman. 
She was bare headed and her face was 
pinched and blue with the cold. A 
thin shawl was drawn closely over 
her shoulders and under this she 
pressed an infant tightly to her 
breast. His lips trembled at the 
sight and no woman's voice was more 
tender than his as he quickly asked 
her if she was in trouble. When she 
had told her pitiful story, he uttered 
some quick and almost unintelligible 
words of comfort and pressed a large 
sum of money in her hand. "You 
and the little one will always have a 
home," he said. He did not wait for 
her blessing but went on to his cheer-
less home. As he neared it he 
glanced up at the big empty place. 
The key rattled in the lock in a dis-
mal way. Inside the very air seemed 
heavy with the stillness and solitude. 
The memory of it all came over him 
anew. But two years ago the world 
had seemed so bright to him as he 
took his beautiful young bride to the 
home he had made for her. They 
had been so happy together. Now, 
to John Callaway, turn where he 
would, it was her face he saw. In 
every nook and corner there was evi-
dence of a woman's taste and touch. 
Her books and music, her pictures 
were all around. He liked to sur-
round himself with the things she 
loved and enjoyed. Her favorite 
heliotrope was in a vase by her pic-
ture. He sank into a chair in front 
of the hearth, where a fire burned 
low. For a long time he gazed into 
the coals, then he looked around the 
room. Her room. How they had 
talked and planned it all together, 
going into long discussions over each 
little detail. What pleasant mornings 
they had spent among the shops look-
ing for odd pieces of furniture. He 
remembered the very morning she 
had found that rare eld cabinet over 
there in the corner. She had 
clapped her hands with delight. 
Then the dispute over that pink 
shade, she having her own way of 
course. He could see her 
graceful figure flitting about ar-
ranging this and that and hei spark-
ling bn.wn eyes as she turned to him 
for approval. Her merry laughter 
seemed to echo through the room. 
She was but a child with her baby 
hands and winsome ways, and yet a 
woman for all that. O Margaret, 
Margaret —and with a sigh he 
buried his face in his hands. His 
voice was husky and strange. He shud-
dered at the sound and was startled 
when the coals fell apart and tumbled 
on the hearth. Hour after hour he 
sat there. Long after the Lst embers 
had died away and the room grown 
cold. Still he mused on. And a ser-
vant had ventured in and been told 
shortly that n thing was wanted. At 
last, just as the gray of dawn was 
stealing in at the windows, the lonely 
man rose and walked ever to the cab-
inet. He stood before it a moment, 
then he turned the key and took out 
simply a little miniature and a baby's 
si.oe. Her sweet young face smiled 
up at him from the picture. He 
kissed them each tenderly. A tear 
fell on the tiny shoe as he laid them 
back, 
"My poor little darlings, one year 
ago tonight you left me." 
When he walked away from the 
cabinet the stern face was softened 
and the piercing eyes were wet with 
tears. 
And men called him cold. 
LaKe George. 
(Written by one of our youngest students). 
Nestled among the mountains 
Lies a blue expanse. 
More beautiful than the fountains 
Which the eyes entrance. 
At dawn this sheet of-water. 
Sparkling in the sun's bright rays. 
Makes the traveler -wonder 
What have been its other days. 
Think you the dark skinned Indians 
Roaming -wild upon the shore 
E'er thought their grand old forests 
Would not be there forevermore? 
'Tis pleasant in the morning 
In the forest's quiet shade, 
To think ofthe Indian children 
That gayly about there played. 
The Indians rove no longer 
Over the mountain side, 
And their canoes no longer 
Over the waves may glide. 
G. W. 
"Beside the BoQnie Brier Bus!)." 
Among the books most talked of 
dur ing the past year, is Ian Mac-
laren 's "Bes ide the Bonnie Brier 
B u s h . " It is a collection of short 
stories as beautiful and sweet and 
simple as the blossoms of the 
bonnie brier bush itself. 
Most of the stories are character 
sketches . T h e scene of them all 
is the village of Drumtochty , Scot-
land, at the foot of the Grampian 
Hi l l s . T h e people aie of the poorer 
class, yet singularly well educated 
and thoughtful . T h e characters are 
all drawn with a firm, tender touch, 
and s tand out real and distinct, 
beautiful though rugged. 
W e see the bent form of Domsie 
the school-master , in the door of 
the little school house, watching 
with loving eyes the bairns flitting 
about beneath the trees at the noon 
hour. 
W e behold the transformation of 
Donald Menzies, the High land 
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Mystic; his dull face grows radiant 
while he listens to some powerful 
sermon, and the lack-luster eyes, 
seeing things beyond the sight of 
most, glow with wondrous light. 
We learn to love Marget Howe, 
so wise, so loving, so true, an ideal 
mother, as we watch her sitting 
beside her best beloved, her only 
son, as he spends his last days 
lying, wrapped in his plaid, beside 
the bonnie brier bush. 
But the best character of all is 
the one portrayed in the last sketch. 
Dr. McLure. He was the only 
physician of Drumtochty and the 
wild Glen Utarch beyond, and no 
one man had done as much for the 
people of both places. And how 
everyone loved him ! The men 
who, when it rained in torrents, 
said only that it "threatened tae 
be weet," were not likely to make 
much show of their love; but the 
face of a Drumtochty man would 
"soften at the sight of the doctor." 
Once when he had fought eight 
hours for the life of a man and 
won, those standing outside the 
church when he rode past, gave 
him three hearty cheers, Sunday 
though it was. He would ride 
miles in a driving snow-storm to 
help a sick child; he drove through 
a flood to meet the great London 
doctor, whom he had sent for as 
the only man that could save a dy-
ing woman's life. Wherever duty 
called he went; and when he died, 
though the glens were buried in 
the deepest snow ever known in 
Drumtochty, hardly a man able to 
walk was absent from his funeral. 
The humor of the book is pure 
and keen, often surprising one 
after a pathetic scene, yet never 
incongruous. The chapter on the 
"Cunning Speech of Drumtochty" 
is full of quaint sayings. The 
Drumtochty people always ex-
pressed themselves with the great-
est reserve, and a native who used 
"magnificent" might be "suffering 
from wind in the head." The story 
of "a wise woman" is also sparkling 
with humor. For instance there is 
the "feenish" of one of "Maister 
Pittendreigh'ssermons," "Noo, ma 
freends, a wull no be keepin' ye 
ony longer, and ye'ill a' gae hame 
tae yir ain hooses and mind yir am 
business. And as sune as ye get 
hame, ilka man 'ill gae tae his 
closet and shut the door, and stand 
for five meenutes and ask himsel' 
this solemn question 'Am I a goat?' 
Amen." 
But if the humor of the book is 
delightful, the pathos is its chief 
excellence. So tender, so moving, 
so natural, the whole effect is one 
of wonderful sweetness. The story 
of Flora Campbell, the lost and 
found; of George Howe, the ambi-
tious scholar who came home from 
college to die; the death of Dr. 
McLure; all are beautiful and ex-
quisitely pathetic. 
"His Mother's sermon," the 
shortest story in the book, is also 
one of the most beautiful. A new 
minister, a young man just from 
the 1 heological Seminary, had 
come to the Free Kirk of Drum-
tochty. The first sermon was a 
matter of great importance, and it 
seemed to him that it must be a 
very learned discourse—the people 
would expect it from one who held 
the McWhammel scholarship. 
When he mentioned this to his 
aunt she reminded him of his dy-
ing mother's last words spoken 
five years before. 
"If God calls ye to the ministry, 
ye 'ill na refuse, an the first day ye 
preach in yir ain kirk, speak a 
good word for Jesus Christ, an' 
John. I'll hear ye that day, though 
ye 'ill no see me, and I'll be sat-
isfied." 
After that the great sermon that 
was to shake Drumtochty sud-
denly seemed vain and meaning-
less. The young minister looked at 
it as it lay on on hisstudy table. It 
was Friday night. How could he 
now say anything else to the 
people? But the sweet troubled 
face of his mother and her last 
words kept coming before him, 
and at last, kneeling on the hearth. 
he pressed the sermon into the 
"heart of the red fire." Then his 
mother's brown eyes seemed to 
look into his, full of peace, and an 
indescribable contentment filled 
his heart. 
Sunday morning "every Free 
Churchman in Drumtochty who 
could get out of bed and half the 
established kirk were waiting in 
expectation. 
The subject of the sermon was 
Jesus Christ. "The preacher faded 
from before one's eyes, and there 
rose the figure of the Nazarene." 
After the sermon Donald Menzies 
could only say, "There was a man 
sent trom God whose name was 
John." 
"His aunt met him in the study 
and when he looked on her his lips 
quivered, for his heart was wrung 
with one bitter regret. 
'Oh, auntie, if she had only been 
spared to see this day and her 
prayers answered!' 
But his aunt flung her arms 
around his neck. 
'Dinna be cast doon, laddie, nor 
unbelievin! Yir Mither has heard 
every word, and is satisfied, for ye 
did it in remembanceo'her, andyou 
was yir mother's sermon.'" 
S umm. 
IQ (Retrospect. 
One who has been so fortunate 
as to teach a public school number-
ing any where from fifteen to fifty 
in country or village, views with 
sincere pity the narrow(?)-sphere 
of the High School teacher or 
college professor. 
True they may instruct their 
pupils in Higher Mathematics, 
may conduct them on journeys of 
investigation to Mars or other 
worlds, may acquaint them with 
the heroes of classic legends. 
But who ever heard of a college 
professor groping about in the 
"Sub Conscious" to find a name 
for an inanimate bit of wax whose 
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blue eyed, flaxen haired owner 
stood before ready to pronounce 
upon the merits or demerits of 
each. Or ready to give the exact 
numbers of years Franklin had 
lived when he started to Philadel-
phia, and just what wardrobe 
conveniences he carried in that 
immortal bundle, for the inquir-
ing boy may, sometime wish to 
make such a journey for himself. 
Perhaps, be brought to the place 
of proving superiority, or at least 
equality with the"fastest runner in 
school." Secretly wishing every 
moment to be the possessor of 
"Hiawatha's boots." 
In brief the village teacher's 
abilities and knowledge must in-
clude everything from Alpha to 
Omega. Not because he needs it 
all, but forsooth because he may-
be asked—anything. 
On the first morning of school 
forty untamed people, some large 
some small, appear, book bag 
thrown over the shoulder and a 
commodious dinner basket gripped 
firmly in the hand. There are 
faltering hopes that the brain may 
have had as abnormal a develop-
ment as the appetite. 
This assembly may roughly be 
divided into two classes: blue-eyed 
and brown-eyed—oi course there 
are varying shades of each color. 
Can it be that those in each group 
are all related? 
We think it over and wonder 
not what is in a name but if there 
is anything in color. Because it 
has so often been said that the 
majority of our presidents had 
blue eyes, and many of the queens 
and empresses of Europe had red 
hair. But when recitations begin 
the teacher decides that color is 
no criterion of one's intellectual 
standing. 
The first day and the making of 
history. Michael Angelo as he 
stood before a block of marble 
said—"There is an angel in this 
marble; I am come to set it free;" 
In vision he already saw the thing 
of beauty which his hands were 
about to fashion. To set free. 
Such the mission of the teacher. 
Standing before his pupils he feels 
that there in the embryo lie grand 
possibilities, high aspirations 
which must be realized in the life 
and activity of the child. 
For six months the teacher 
is to be all in all to his children, 
instructor, philosopher, ideal, com-
rade and sympathizer. How 
heavily the responsibility presses 
when he learns that this is to be 
the last schoc>l year of some fifteen 
year old boy; that circumstances 
decree the boy must needs return 
to work on the farm. How frag-
mentary our views of truth, but he 
can gain only the smallest frag-
ments unless spurred on by a holy 
ambition to apprehend truth more 
nearly as the unit. 
In this last year the boy must gain 
if never beff^re much of the practical 
knowledge he will need to meet 
the world with,the right principles 
that should actuate his living, the 
self control he must exercise before 
he can hope to control others and 
with all this the softening, refining 
influence which comes with an 
apprehension of God and the beau-
tiful. 
Into this labyrinth of knowledge 
the teacher is to be the guide and 
not only this but a deep sym-
pathizer with the pupils. 
Just as quick to kiss the hurt 
finger of the little five year old as 
to help another in an algebraic 
puzzle; just as ready to respond to 
a game of "tag" as to teach the 
flourishes of X, Y, and Z. 
This sympathy means flexibility 
of character, but it will win the 
heart of the most obdurate pupil, 
for occasionally such a one is met 
with. 
Sympathy and courtesy in the 
a school room are twin sisters. For 
the ability to put one's self in 
a child's place teaches respect to his 
rights and the courtesy follows nat-
urally. It is the experience of one 
that those "small courtesies which 
sweeten the life and the greater 
ones whicli ennoble it" can trans-
form the atmosphere of a school-
room. To be sure one must be 
almost angelic to answer pleas-
antly when some small cherubic 
person says, "My Teacher didn't do 
that way last year" with a circum-
flex inflection on the first two 
words. But we bide our time 
knowing that if we wait patiently 
we also shall be held up as model 
to our successor. 
Not when the door of the 
school-room is locked does the 
teacher believe all his work per-
formed. He owes something to 
the people. Whittier in his 
"Snow Bound" gives a happy de-
scripton of the district school 
master's adaptability: 
"Happy the snow-locked home where in 
He tuned his merry violin, 
Or played the athlete in the barn 
Or held the good dame's winding yam, 
Or mirth-provoking versions told 
Of classic legends rare and old." 
"All things to all men." The 
true teacher finds no bounds to his 
sphere. In the peaceful little 
village where opportunities for 
culture are limited he is often the 
acknowleged leader of social 
aflairs. A higher literary and 
religious standard is established. 
One who has realized all he can 
be to a community thus isolated, 
has felt with the mighty Caesar, a 
preferment of leadership here 
rather than being "second man in 
Rome." 
Not all joy comes with the 
power of adaptability to one's 
surroundings, but contact and 
sympathy has taught the great 
lesson of "Patience and abnega-
tion of self and devotion to others." 
Then comes a day when it all 
ends, one must needs smile when 
he would- weep. The good-byes 
are said. The little owners of the 
same commodious dinner baskets 
and now worn school bags trudge 
ofl. The blue and brown eyed 
boys and girls have more individu-
ality than SIX months ago. But 
they are gone now and silence 
reigns. 
Nothing is so still as a deserted 
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school-room, its very desks wear-
ing a subdued air of loneliness, the 
stillness only emphasized by the 
twittering of the birds without and 
the gentle stir of the leaves. 
Silence and thought. 
The ideal life was not lived; the 
plan of work was not perfected. 
The walls of time close in, not 
even a moment in which to retrieve 
the past. 
Is there no comfort then—no re 
ward? Ah yes, we believe so— 
"Good once put in action or in 
thought doth like the mighty oak 
shake down the ripe germs of 
the forest."—'93. 
A Poem. 
April 15, 1896. 
Editor of Collegiate: 
Find enclosed a poetic pro-
duction from my pen. It has sev-
eral excellencies in it: it rhymes, 
has sentiment and //literation, and 
is valuable for its psychic qualities. 
You see that by an inspiratorial 
flight of imagination I have closely 
associated wind and spirit and 
breath. I trust that the poem will 
be a valuable supplement to the 
"Alumni" feature of the COLLE-
GIATE. 
THE PSYCHIC AFFINITY OF LOVE. 
In the dawning of the morning 
of Love's sweet star, 
There came to me a voice calling 
From a land afar. 
1 wonder 
0 love, in my slumber. 
As my soul goes floating out to thee 
If thy soul comes floating back to me. 
1 kno-w it. 
For t^hewind doth blow it. 
As my soul goes floating out to thee 
That thv soul comes floating back to me. 
Blessed be the wind that bloweth. 
Blessed be the soul that knoweth 
The feeling of Love's sealing 
In the dawning ol the morning 
Of^Love's sweet star. 
Alumniua—'93. 
What the flA.oon Saw, 
I t was a ba lmy summer n i g h t : 
"Silently one by one, in the infinite tneadows 
ofheaven 
Blossomed the lovely stars the forget-me-
nots of the angels." 
The air had a faint sweet smell 
of June roses. The beautiful 
moon shone full and bright in the 
snow white sand. The leaves of 
the trees made a perfect network 
of shadows all around. The ma-
jestic pines from their lofty height 
looked down serenely upon the 
peaceful scene. No sound broke 
the stillness save now and then 
the merry chirping of a cricket. 
The last echo of the nine thirty bell 
had died away in the distance. 
The campus was silent and de-
serted. The lights in the masters' 
rooms had gone out. Sureh' this 
was a night made for idle fancy 
and .overs dreams. Over there 
near the kind shadows of the oak 
trees, the moon looked down upon 
a loving pair, who were stolling 
along. These two, with souls 
which had but a single thought, 
had been tempted out by the 
beauty of night. Their happiness 
was far too deep for words, only 
an occasional pressure of their 
closely locked hands bespoke the 
fulness of their joy. They heeded 
not the hour. The moments 
slipped by and yet neither spoke. 
Each feared to break the spell, 
each knew by intuition the other's 
thoughts. At last just as the ac-
commodating old moon slipped 
oehind the chapel tower, just at 
that spot where many a tender 
farewell has been spoken, there 
was a gentle murmur and a soft 
voice said, "Jack." 
"Yes, darling." 
"Thanks awfully for the pipe 
old man." 
"Not at all my boy. Don't let 
the head master see y o u " 
"You can put your money up on 
me for that." 
The moon shone on, the cricket 
still chirped and all was as in the 
first chapter. H—95. 
Class cf '96. 
As the end of the good old year 
'96 draws near, it is not uncommon 
to notice, at times, an almost dis-
consolate expression on some of 
the Senior faces. Disconsolate? 
But why? Surely the Seniors are 
all going to "get through"—it can't 
be that there are any "big potatoes" 
in the class of '96. 
Were we to cautiously query a 
Senior as to that look of disconso-
lation, no doubt the immediate re-
ply would be, "that essay," or, 
"that old oration," with a hint of 
gxesperation in the tone, implying 
a disdain of you for mentioning the 
trouble-some subject. 
But despite this occasional out-
ward show of contempt for their 
hard lot at old Stetson, the Seniors, 
it is not doubted, are quite willing 
to endure the many difficulties, 
which at times present themselves, 
in order to reach the goal toward 
which they are striving—the first 
mile-stone on the road to educa-
tion. 
Ere many more days shall have 
gone by, it will not be necessary 
for even astanger to ask, who are the 
Seniors, for soon each member will 
proudly wear a '96 pin. 
For the beauty and originality of 
the '96 pin the class owes its grat-
itude to the kindness and artistic 
skill of Prof. Sharp. The pin is to 
be round in shape, hardly the size 
of a five cent piece. A narrow 
band of gold, partially overlaid 
with light blue enamel, upon which 
the class motto, "per ampliora et 
altiora" placed in dark blue en-
amel letters, forms the outer rim 
of the pin. Enclosed by this band 
of light blue enamel and gold, is a 
beautifully arranged open mono-
gram of gold, composed of the'in-
itial letters J. B. S. U. At the 
base of the pin upon the light blue 
enamel are to be placed the figures 
'96. 
Isabel McKinney, E. N. Bell, A. 
C Odom and Priscilla Catlin have 
been chosen, tor scholarship, as 
four of the eight speakers of Com-
mencement Day. '96. 
J2ocaf and ^ ersonaf. 
Thfcj Tennis Tournaroeot. 
The smooth and finely located 
tennis court of the College Arms 
was made available through, the 
T H E STETSON COLLEGIATE. 
kindness of the manager ot the 
hotel for the holding of our annual 
tennis tournament. Stetson can 
boast of several very skilful racket 
wielders and the very first practice 
prophesied the interest of the com-
ing tournament. First in order 
should be mentioned the doubles. 
By the joint consent of Messrs. 
Estes, Healy and Leitner, vic-
torious cup holders ot last year's 
football team, the W. A. Allen 
prize cup was placed as trophy 
for the winners in tennis doubles, 
to be contested for annually until 
won by the same team three years 
in succession. 
Saturday April 4, at 2:30 P. M. 
the final in doubles was played 
between Mr. Wright and Mr. 
Thornton, and Mr. H. W^inters 
and G. Winters. 
The Winters brothers won by 
the following score in games: 6-2, 
6-3, 6-4. 
Saturday April 11 at 2:30 P. M. 
the final in singles was played. 
Entries were Messrs. Barnett, 
Wright, H. Winters, G. Winters 
and Thornton. In the semi-finals 
G. Winters won over Mr. Barnett 
games,6-3,6 i, 6 i; H. Winters won 
over Mr. Wright games, 6-2, 6-1; 
Mr. Thornton won over H. Win-
ters, games 6-0, 6-4. This made 
G. Winters and Mr. Thornton 
contestants in the final in singles. 
As had been expected the final 
in singles was the best contest of 
the tournament. Mr. Thornton 
and Mr. G. Winters are said to be 
the two best pla} ers that have 
ever attended the University. The 
game although hotly contested 
was won by Mr. Thornton, the 
score in sets was, 6-4, 7-5, 6-0. 
with this tournament our regular 
athletics for the year end. 
Miss Kate Kelley is visiting 
friends in DeLand. 
Miss Grace Stoddard, class of 
'94, is again in DeLand. 
Miss Rillie Jones spent Easter 
Sunday with her brother in Pa-
latka. 
The Seniors were giyen two 
days this term in which to work 
upon their graduating essays and 
orations. 
Some people have a very high 
ideal. But few, however, have 
higher ideals than a young man in 
Stetson Hall. He expects to fly 
soon. 
On Saturday, April 18, Prof. 
Rosa and Miss Phillips, Mr. Chelf 
and Miss Hogan, Miss Brown and 
Mrs Hogan went to DeLeon 
Springs on a picnic. 
Prof, and Mrs. Sharp gave a tea 
this month to the Faculty. The 
tea was held at four o'clock, 
and the afternoon was thoroughly 
enjoyed by those fortunate enough 
to be numbered among the guests. 
Mr. Webster—now Dr. Webster, 
one of our former students visited 
Stetson Hall April 5. He was on 
his way home from Cincinnati 
where he has been studying medi-
cine for the last four years. 
Two parties went to Beresford 
for a day's outing on April i8th. 
The first was composed of Messrs. 
Estes, Wright, Hill, Day, and 
Barnett the second of Messrs. 
Wells, Layton, Hodgson, and 
Reid. 
Our professor in German has 
recently organized another Ger-
man class. The class, however, 
consists of only one member, and 
recitations are held, when the 
afternoons are balmy, on the front 
veranda of Chaudoin Hall. 
On April i, there was consid-
erable merriment in the dining 
room of Chaudoin Hall caused by 
the mysterious refusal of certain 
chairs to be drawn out from 
their places. Those whose chairs 
were fastened did not seem to ap-
preciate the joke as others did. 
The Junior class contains twelve 
members. They are Misses Char-
lotte Bradley,Helen P'orbes,Mamie 
Swift, Susie Law and Jessie Lynch; 
Messrs. Roy Chelf, Byron Eccles, 
Wm. Healey, Fred Self, David 
Thrasher, Wm. Tylander, and 
Geo. Winters. This class has two 
members more than the Senior 
class, and, as was shown by the 
recent rhetorical exercises, which 
was largely given by the Juniors, 
contains material of no mean tal-
ent. 
On Saturday April 4, quite a 
number of boys from Stetson Hall 
went to the St. Johns river, to 
spend the day. They walked and 
of course had the joUiest time,over-
looking sand-flies and such other 
small annoyances. 
Mr. Martin Divino and son, of 
Havana, visited our University a 
few weeks ago. Mr. Divino had 
been visiting other colleges in the 
south and he said that Stetson was 
the best equipped and had the 
finest location of any that he had 
seen. His son is expected to re-
turn to DeLand about the first of 
May, and enter the University. 
On Tuesday evening April 14., 
the members of the "Golden Rod 
Club" and their guests gathered 
about Prof.Rosa's table and feasted 
on strawberry short-cake. If we 
judge the members of the club by 
the amount of cake they provided 
they must be generous indeed,and 
with appetites to correspond. Yet 
large as was the cake it was easily 
disposed of, one member of the 
club actually eating four pieces in 
a noble eflort to do his part. 
Thursday evening April 16 
Misses Dickerson and Brown gave 
a tea to the girls of the college de-
partment af 'Chaudoin Hall Cafe," 
a very popular resort not far from 
Miss Dickerson's room. While 
the guests were enjoying a delight-
ful repast. Miss Brown prepared a 
very novel and interesting game 
called "Anagrams," and after a 
pleasant time spent upon the game 
a prize was given to the most suc-
cessful player. Miss Edith Walker 
was the lucky person; the prize 
was a beautiful little doily. Miss 
Brown's own handi-work. After a 
very pleasant evening the girls 
went to their respective rooms, de-
claring a "college tea" a delight-
ful institution. 
T H E STETSQN COLLEGIATE' 
The small boys made a brave 
attempt to be foolish on April ist. 
Ask George Winters to pro-
nounce "spo-on." It is thought 
that no young lady in Chaudoin 
Hall can beat him at it. 
What is it that Stetson may not 
yet produce? One of her students 
expects to start out as a humorist 
at the close of school. 
A certain student in the Brown-
ing class, when reading the lines 
"Fear death ?^ —to feel the fog in my 
throat," inserted an "r" in the 
"fog." 
Dr. Williamson gave the stu-
dents a very pleasant talk in 
chapel, March 23. Dr. William-
son is a member of the Christian 
church and is one of the leading 
pastors of Atlanta. 
One of the latest concessions 
granted to the students of Chaudoin 
and Stetson Halls is that the walk 
between DeLand Hall and Chau-
doin Hall may be used as a prome-
nade a short while after supper. 
It will be interesting to many of 
our readers to hear that Miss Fan-
nie Dunn and Miss Pauline Chap-
man, former students at the Uni-
versity are now attending the Pea-
body Institute, Nashville, Tenn. 
Through the kindness of Mr. Gre-
gory, the steward, the students in 
the dormitories were each given 
an Easter egg at breakfast Easter 
morning. The eggs were colored, 
and some of them prettily deco. 
rated, by Miss Webster, Miss 
Leonard and Prof. Sharp. 
An amusing little episode oc-
curred not long since in the Brown-
ing class. After a member of the 
class had read a certain stanza 
and presented her views upon it, 
the teacher asked in succession 
four others what the stanza meant, 
and they replied about as follows: 
First student—"That was what I 
thought about it." Second stu-
dent— "I think about the same." 
Third student—"That's my idea." 
Fourth student—"1 thought asMiss 
does." At this point some one 
having asked what that idea was, 
a question was sent down the row 
in search of the last idea. Each 
member of the class being unable 
to answer, it fell to the lot of the 
one who first presented her views 
to repeat for the benefit of the class 
what she had said. She replied, 
"I don't know, now, what I said." 
Mrs. Vida L. Baerecke, M. D. 
Exchanges. 
We acknowledge the receipt of a 
majority of our March exchanges. 
Of course somec liege papers as well 
as people are always behind, we tiust, 
however, that it is th( ir ponderous 
burdens of literary superiority that 
retards them during their journey. 
Most ol the college journals show a 
superior excellence in some one of 
their departments, in which they 
strive to excel. For solid literary 
work and iierit among the best are: 
The Mephistophelean, the Mississippi 
College Magazine, the Bucknell Mir-
ror, and the Wake Forrest Student. 
New York Avenue, 
OFFirE HOTTHS: 
I.iTII 12 A M. 
2 TO 4 p . M. 
7 To 9 p. M. 
©e ilaad, i la. 
H f. GJLiLiEJsI, ^. t). , OFFICE OPP. CARROLLTON, 
0 0 0 c 
9.00 t o 12.00 A. M. 
OFFICE HOURS: 2.00 to 4.00 and 
7.00 to 8.00 p. M. 
VIE'LL DIVIDE THE PROFITS. 
J,. B. CRIPPEN, 
Agent for Linnwood Sicycles. 
A high grade wheel a t a low price. 
Wheels to rent. 
LESSONS GIVEN. 
PIERCE HAMILTON has o' e* ed "p H. watch-
maker's '•epair shop at hie room i Stetson Hall. 
He is prppared to do all repairs of watches, 
clocks aud jeweli-.y, 
A. J. Goodson, 
DEALER IN 
NortliPrn M Western Meals, Flsli 
Oysters , Game, Pot i l t ry and Vegetables. 
D e L a n d , K l a 
cameg Qrefier, 
. DEALER IN-
D-iajioO; Or|an$ 
MUSICAL MERCHANDISE. 
Tuning and Repairing. 
D K L A N D , • - K L A . 
China, Pottery, 
Cut Glass, 
Plated and Sterling 
Silver, Cutlery, 
J(W A mos t complete a s s o r t m e n t in every 
Depar tment . 
W. H. GLENNY & CO., 
Seven-story Ikown Stone Building. 
ROCHESTER, N.Y. 
MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 
2®* Goods a l w a y s gua ran teed to be as 
represented t h a t come from 
GLENNY'S. 
Lamps and Shades, 
Onyx Tables, 
House Furnishing 
Goods, etc., etc. 
^@~ A mos t complete a s s o r t m e n t in every 
Depar tment . 
T H E STETSON COLLEGIATE. 
FLORIDA WAGON WORKS. 
SCOTT HODGKINS, PROPRIETOR. 
W A G O N S , CARTS AND P L O W S . 
Bicycles Repaired, and All Work Guaranteed 
DELAND. FLA. 
O. A. MICHAELS, 
CONTRACTOR. 
GRADING. PAVING. SEWERS. 
CEMENT WALKS AND FLOORS A SPECIALTY. 
DI LAHD, FLORIDA. 
THE COLLEGE ARMS, 
DeLand, Florida. 
Reached by the J. T. & K. W. R'y. 
N E W ! ELEGANT! COiMEORTABLEI 
High, Rolling P ine Land. Perfect ly Dry Air. 
RATES S3 TO S5 PER DAY. _ _ - - - Special rates hy the season. 
/ l y i y i y i y i y i y i y i y i I 
For booklet address C . W. RIFLEY, MANAGER. 
SUMMER R E S O R T - T H E S I P P I C A N , MARION, MASS. 
